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“Power Packed” Arm Builders Start Instantly 
To Give you mighty striking power and strength. 


“Power Packed” wristlets build the pow- 
erful arms you want without special equip- 
ment or exercises. Just wear these rugged 
lead weighted wristlets during your ordinary 
activities at work or play. 


Reinforce Your Power 
Build Your Strength 


Silently, unconsciously, hour by 
hour, day by day the muscles in 
your arms are strengthened and 
grown to new power. Just wearing 
your “Power Packed” wristlets will 
give you the proud masculine feel- 
ing that says “I can take care of 
myself.” 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


Power Builders * Dept. 14720 

1044 Northern Bivd., Roslyn, N. Y. 11576 
Rush me my ‘Power Packed’ weighted wristlets 
by return mail on your money back guarantee 


ZC | enclose $3.98 plus 35¢ for postage and han- 
dling: send one 

0 I enclose $6.98 plus 55c for postage and han- 
dling: send a pair 

(CD Send me COD[) one ‘‘Power Packed’ Wristlet 

CA pair of Power Packed Wristlets. | enclose 
$1.00 good will deposit and will pay the bal- 
Nace due on delivery plus postal and handling 
charges. Same guarantee either way. 


Money Back Guarantee 
Order your “Power Packed” lead 
weighted wristlets today. Use them 
for 10 days. If you don’t see imme- 
diate and progressive improvement 
in the size and strength of your 
arms; If you don’t instantly feel 
more powerful, more masculine, 
more capable—you can return them 
for refund of the full purchase 
price. 
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YOU THOUGHT YOU 
WOULD MAKE THE WORLD 
FORGET MARIA SANTOR]! FOOL! 
YOU WILL DIE FOR YOUR FOLLY! 


| SHE WASN'T ACCUSTOMED To RETECTION-- | 
$ ESPECIALLY BY MEN.. —> 
<a AS 


En THE ITALIAN FILM WORLD, NO STAR 
SHONE BRIGHTER THAN AN EGCTISTICAL, 
RUTHLESS G/RL_WHO BACK- STABBED, 


HER WAY TO THE TOPF..-MARIA SANTOR... MARIA, PLEASE... TM 
/ YOU ASKED ME_INTO DISSATISFIED ~~ 
YOUR DRESSING <4 WITH You, DINO! 


| ROOM To EXPRESS You AVOID ME 
\. YOUR DISSATISFACTION AS IF I WERE 
\ WITH THE _~— ALEPER! ;— 
( ‘script-- J, Se 


BUT, MARIA SANTOR] HAS NO /NTENTION OF 
GIVING UP WHAT SHE WANTED ! 


BY s-SLow DOWN, WIFI CAN'T HAVE 


YOU AS AN ACTRESS, ILL STOP MAKING 
BUT I DO NOT Love A FOOL OF MYSELF! 
YOU! THINK OF ME_/ \ COME, I'LL DRIVE 


eg I Apmine VERY WELL, DINO! 


ONLY AS YOUR YOU BACK To MARIA! HAVE You, I'LL KILL US 
DIRECTOR! TOWN! py YOU GONE BOTH SAY YOU'LL 
CRAZY? MARRY ME! I 


WARN YOU, DINO ! 
MARRY ME_OR 
WE DIES 


| WHEN THE AoLicé ARRIVED, 
d 3 ENE, TT MARA 
UL VOW To KILL TWO PEOPL 

LOOK OUT! . f was ONLY HALF FULFILLED! 
OFF THE ROAD! ij ‘ IT WAS AN 
MARIA /S Y ACCIDENT! THE | 

; CAR SUDDENLY 
WENT OUT OF 
CONTROL ! 


/GHE'S DEAD! 
{ HOW'D IT 
S HAPPEN, unCAN'T AFFORD 
( SI@NoR? BAD PUBLICITY! 


\ 


MARIA SANTORI'S DEATH CAME _AS A GREAT /-NO, DINO! WE HAVE 
SHOCK! PARTICULARLY TO HER PRODUCERS A PLAN! WE WILL A BIG BUILD- 
WHOSE PICTURE WAS ONLY HALF FINISHED... CREATE ANOTHER--A UP _ CAMPAIGN 
NEW-- MARIA GANTORI ANDO THE CONTEST 
I/M_AGAINST ABANONING FORGET /T, \ BY SELECTING ANOTHER / WINNER CAN GO 
“THE FLAME OF EVIL"! GENTLEMEN! THE ACTRESS TO FINISH ONTO A CAREER 
WE'VE SUNK A FORTUNE PICTURE MUST HER PICTURE! OF HER OWN AS 
> Hl ted H 


IN Te THE NEW MARIA 
| SANTORI ! 


THE PICTURE WILLY LET US WoRRY 10, THE COUNTRY-WIDE CONTEST BEGAN... 
FAIL! THERE CAN / ABOUT THAT! THE 
NEVER BE f GEARCH FORA TRY THAT GIRL... 
WR| SUCCESSOR To SECOND FROM THE 
MARIA WILL BEGIN LEFT! SCREEN-TEST 
AT ONCE! HER ! 


FINALLY ONE GIRL WAS SELECTED, AND | W-Na? y/ SIGNORINA 
AS SHE BEGAN THE WITCHCRAFT SCENE ‘ ; ! 
ON HER FIRST DAY OF WoRK... ! IRN. N YAAAA! 


FOOL? DID You 
THINK You ? 
COULD TAKE WHERE ARE 
YOU? 


ute 


l 


MY PLACE?! 


ii; ih 
THE GIRL'S COSTUME |S / WE CAN'T SHE SAID 
ON FIRE /GET A BLANKET / GET NEAR A_ HAND 
AROUND HER! ae H CAME AT 
. a 4 HER! WHOSE 

HAND? 

THE MAND’ IT 

CAME AT ME! 


HAT_NIGHT AT THE 
STUDIO... 
; TE 


’ YOUR TALK OF 
GHOSTS |S NONSENSE, )P 
DINO! 


| 


BUT THAT NIGHT, 
STUDIED IN HER APARTMENT... 


Wee YOU WOULD 
2 TAKE THE PLACE oF 
S MARIA SANTORI? You 
& WOULD DARE RoB A 
2, OEAD WOMAN'S ALLURE? 


Gd A WEEK LATER, ANOTHER 
WON THE CHANCE TO BECOME 
"NEW" MARIA SANTORI..- 


SIGNORINA... YOUR 
PREDECESSOR MET 
DEATH UNDER MosT 
UNUSUAL CIRCUM- 
STANCES! You 
STILL WANT pooeet 
THE PART ? J) 
<< I AM NOT 

SUPERSTICIOUS! 

ONLY FULL OF 


VOICE? YOU CAN'T REMEM- 
BER THE FACE OF MARIA 
SANTOR!7 SWINDLER/ 
IMPOSTER ! YOU WILL 
NOT LIVE TO SPEAK 

MY LINES! 


See CAN'T RECOGNIZE THE 


N- No! NOsIT'S 
(MPOSSIBLE! 


THE 


EXCELLENT! 
iO_ HOM! 


Si Ee 
AND STUDY 
YOUR FART! 


YOU DON'T KNOW MARIA! 
SHE'D STOP AT NOTHING IN 
LIFE! WHY SHOULD DEATH 
STOP HER’? SHE'LL DESTROY 

ALL WHO TRY To TAKE 
HER PLACE! 


YOU WILL LOOK FOR 
ANEW" MARIA SANTORI 
STARTING TOMORROW 
MORNING! 


GIRL 


1 AS THE JOYOUS GIRL 


W-WHO'S THERE 7 
WHO'S SPEAKING Z, 


USURP HER GENIUS? 
CLAIM HER FAME 7, 


IMPOSSIBLE 7--THAT 
LRETURN FROM 
THE DEAD?! 

FOOL !. 


$e 


—_—-_—_, 
THERE |S ONLY ONE 


MARIA SANTORI! ANYy- 
one TRADING ON MY 


S 


\ 


DEATH CANNOT CHEAT ME ® A HALF HOUR LATER, IN 
OF THE THINGS I WANT! THE STREET BELOW... 
IT WAS STRANGE! AS SHE 


T_SHALL HAVE THEM IN 
DEATH AS I HAD THEM 
IN LIFE! LAY DYING, SHE KEPT MOANING 


SOON "THE FLAME OF EVIL" WAS S REGARDED AS 


THIS WOMAN WAS A JINX PICTURE... ssl 
Evie Hep egy EVIL 
N LIFE... AND vit AFTER YOUR SHE MUST BE 
THERE'S A AN IDIOT! TELL 
NEW GIRL HER To GO 


IN DEATH? 
EVIL... NO 
OUTSIDE, SIGNOR 
TERTA! SHE 


WANTS A 
SCREEN 
TEST! 


SIGNOR TERTA! I CANNOT SOMETHING I DO NoT 
WAIT! LT WAS BORN--- ERY M UNDERSTAND IS HAP- 
DESTINED-- FOR PENING! AREN'T YOU 
THIS ROLE! AFRAID OF THE JINX, 
SIGNORINA! 
SIGNoRS! E; I FEAR NOTHING 
IT IS ie IN THIS WORLD 
‘ OR THE NEXT? 


NOT 
NATURAL! 
D-DINO-~ 


W-WHAT Do 
You SAY? 


VY FIANCEE? \ [THAT FO) MARIA SANTORI 
L THOUGHT Ney// NEVER FAILS’ way 
YOU LOVED ELSE DID DESTINY 
MARIA SEND ME TO TAKE 

SANTOR! ! } HER PLACE ? 


REM. GIRL ACTED LIKE THE DEAD STAR IN 


EVERY RE: SPECT’ Bey PRODUCERS WERE OVER-| 
59ES) THE PUBLIC WAS EXCI/TED...BUT ONE 
i] MAN REMAINED Gillean il 


Tis MAN WAS OLD VITO. | WHILE ON THE SET... 
PEM AN had He STUDIO! 
WAS MARIA. OW _ THE WONDERFUL! 
TT ne HATED THE IDEA I THE NEW MARIA 
ides Thee NGA Ag LW MARIA, 1 SANTORI 15 SO 
, ONE Ni EXCITING! SHE 
VITO! WI WAITING FOR AO a DO YOU LIKE 
THE pRlissic ACIP IN HE THE PICTURE? 
COLORED WATER, 


HERE IT IS, 
SIGNOR... 


I DO MIND,’ 
aes TLL 


} WHO KNOWS 7 MAYBE 
TAKE: Pe DINO! I_ MARVEL AT DINO IS RIGHT! MAYBE 
. YOU! HOW COULD MARIA WAS EV/L 
MYSELF! Jey YO! ENOUGH TO COME 
BACK_FZOM THE 
DEAD / 


HOW CAN THAT 
BE? SHEMUST 
VITO TOOK POISON... BE DEAD! 
HE'S DYING... 
HE SAID HE PUT 
THE SAME POISON 
IN THE GIRL'S 

cuP! 


HEAVEN HELP ANNA ! 
SHE'S WITH HER Now! 
AT THE MERCY OF A 
MANIACAL PHANTOM 
SEEKING REVENGE 


HE Lies! 
NOTHING . 
HAPPENED DESTROY A 
To HER! DEAD WoMAN! 


I WILL SAY You SUDDENLY, THE TWO GIRLS MARIA 
TRIED TO KILL ME...OUT \ DESTROYED APPEAR... 
OF JEALOUSY! BUT I WILL 


LIVE ON! NO ONE WILL EVER WE COME WITHA 
SORRY TO ALTER SUSPECT THAT THE NEW / COMMAND FROM THE 
YOUR_DESTINATION, ) WHA’ MARIA SANTOR 1S A FIERY BEYOND! OUR 
MY DEAR, BUT, ZOMBIE / WILL MUST BE 
ONLY J WILL OBEYED / 
SURVIVE ! 


THE WORLD _ Later (NEVER! SHE 
WILL NEVER SEE SHE COULDN'T HAS BEEN ~~) 
ESCAPE THEM! THEY ¥/DEVOURED AS HER 
DRAGGED HER INTO. \ FILM 1S NOW BEING 

THE FIRES AND SHE | DEVOURED! THE 

FLAME OF EVIL 
1S NO MORE! 

AGAIN , DINO? . 


| Look AT ME CLOSELY! CAN'T you see THE | )L cry ouT EVERY PASSERBY, 
\ HUMAN RESEMBLANCE 2 IM NOT A TREE.. iy WANTS TO HEAR MY STORY 
) LISTEN.. eeek) 
+1 / THAT TREE FRIGHTENS ME..) 
0 § 


STRANGE 
IT SOUNDS AS IF IS TRYING 
TO TELL US SOMETHING 
HARRY! CO 


“EVER SINCE THAT 


LUNATIC CHEMIST. 
/ ESCAPED THE POLICE, 
TREE THAT |} PEOPLE HAVE BEEN 
per. MADE SUCH { SEEING HIM BEHIND 
NONSENSE / NOISES! EVERY BUSH! ANy- 

HOW, IF YOU'RE 

i SCARED, LET'S 

LEAVE! 


EASY, Now, Doris! 


IT WASN'T A HOAX, BUT A STORY SO STRANGE 

THAT NO ONE WOLILO CREDIT IT! IT STARTED JUST GIVE ME A 

TEN MONTHS AGO... , LITTLE MORE TIME 
AS LONG AS IT TO PROVE MYSELF! 

HOW MANY MORE HOURS ) / TAKES, DORIS! I'M 

ARE YOU GOING TO. + ON “THE RIGHT 

SPEND IN THIS — 7 TRACK WITH THIS 

STENCH HOLE, Ms NEW FORMULA! 


BUT DORIS WOLLDN'T LISTEN... YOU IMBECILE! THEN SHE THREW THE 
WHAT VITRIOLIC CONTENTS OF THE 


‘ LooK 
No! { YOU'VE DONE ! BEAKER AT ME... 
ALL MY WORK! ‘OU 
HERE, I HOPE 
THIS... ROV/ 


WHAT 
HAPPENED? 


For A MOMENT EVERY CELL IN MY BODY WAS (/'NO!NO! DON'T ( THIS WILL BE 
A MASS OF PAIN! WHEN THE AIR CLEARED., { afi ME DONT YOUR TOMB’ 


Roy... I-I DION'T I CAN SEE MYSELF 
N TO--I'M IN THE MIRROR -- 


DISFIGURED... SEMI- 
EAK! 


= oo Ul 
| MY BODY HAS BECOME A 


FLUID THING, ABLE TO BLEND 
AT WILL WITH ANY MATERIAL! 

MY HANOS WILL BLEND : 
WITH YOUR THROAT 
UNTIL YOU'RE DEAD/ 


HE'S GONE?’ DISAPPEARED 
AS IF HE'D BEEN 
SWALLOWED LP! 


DEVELOPED. 
A STRANGE 
AND 
TERRIBLE 


| 


/ SHE...SHE'S \| SECONDS LATER... | — 

THE NEIGHBORS A DEAD! Roy ND ——— 
COMING! I MUSTN' MUST HAVE ! BL CAN'T STAY HERE 

BE FOUND HERE! DONE THIS! ANY MORE! I MUST FIND 

/ ANOTHER LAB WHERE I 

Fes CAN WORK TO RESTORE } 

MYSELF TO HUMAN _/ 


=—= 


A ott cae _ > 
} WHILE OUTSIDE, THE POLICE ARRIVE... Roy MELTED HIS BoDy INTO THE TELEPHONE POLE!, 
SHE'S STRANGLED! OWWW S UGH! IT'S HARD TO PULL AWAY 
RIGHT IN HIS FROM MATERIALS ONCE I MERGE FOR 
WORKSHOP! 7 ALENGTH OF TIME! I'LL HAVE To 
REMEMBER THAT FOR MY OWN 


SAFETY ! 4 


THE FOOLS! WITH MY POWERS |A FEW DAYS LATER, UNDER AN YOU'RE RIGHT, MR. HARRIS! 
OF FUSION LHAVE A ALIAS, I APPLIED FOR A JOB... YOUR ABILITIES SHOULD BE 


MILLION HIDING PLACES! rn MY ONLY CONSIDERATION! 
THEY'LL NEVER YES, WE NEED A \ CAN'T HELP \\ YOU CAN START WORK 
FIND ME! PHARMACELITTICAL / HOW I LOOK, TODAY! 
CHEMIST, BUT « MR. LAWRENCE! 
FRANKLY--ER-- A TERRIBLE THANK YOU, 


YOUR APPEAR- |} AUTO ACCIDENT! 
ANCE,,..L DON'T/ BUT..-L‘M_AN 
KNOW EXCELLENT 
WHETHER... CHEMIST! > 


MR. LAWRENCE! 


Fora WEEK,I TURNED OUT THEIR PILLS | Bur THE SMOOTH PATH TO MY RESTORATION 
AND POWDERS, BUT IN MY SPARE TIME... a taane A SUDDEN ROUGH TURN. 


ALL LNEED IS A FEW MOR HARRIS! THIS ORDER 
CHEMICALS, AND I_ CAN CRAWL OUT ) BLANK! THE STRANGEST 
OF THIS LOA THEBOME BoDy CHEMICALS I'VE EVER 

HEARD OF! YOU DON'T 
\ NEED CpeSe IN YOUR 


ER 
INF on NeW 
DRUG TO MAKE 
MILLIONS FOR 
YOUR COMPANY! } 


a ; 
TONYE 20k ANEEVE, YOU WOULDN'T LISTEN! 
ONUMY “TIME? DON'T TOUCH YOU'LL NEVER INTERFERE 

I'VE GoT A TTME.LAWRENCE, WITH MY WORK AGAIN! 
GOOD MIND t'WARN You! 


IN A FEW MOMENTS I HAD A CORPSE‘ON WHEN THE D00R OPENED. J FR IIJUST FIREOD_HIM! 
MY HANDS ANO THERE WAS SOMEONE WE HAD AN ARGUMENT. 
AT THE DOOR... WHAT'S HAPPENED To ABOUT HIS WORK AND I 
YOU, LAWRENCE? AND ORDERED HIM OUT OF THE\ 
WHAT A MESS! THEY WANT LAWRENCE WHERE'S THAT NEW LAB! SOME CHEMICALS 
ANO T'LL HAVE TO PRODUCE HIM! CHEMIST you HIRED? / HE WAS USING UPSET 
THERE'S ONLY ONE THING TO Do... E WAN 0 TALK / ME! IF YOU DON'T MIND, 
BECOME LAWRENCE BY FUSING To MIMS I'LL TAKE THE REST OF 
WITH HIS BoDy! THE DAY OFF! 


I'VE NEVER SEEN RE HE'S THAD THE FEELING I WAS BEING FOLLOWED!|\ 
LAWRENCE BEHAVE HIDING EE ETHING LHAD TO DROP H/S BODY BEFORE /T BECAME | 
LIKE THAT! WHAT DID FROM US! IM GOING AN INTEGRAL PART OF ME.- 
HAPPEN TO THE NEW TO PHONE THE POLICE — 
CHEMIST! NOBODY To FOLLOW 't ual I DON'T WANT TO BECOME LAWRENCE 
SAW HIM LEAVE! OR CARRY HIS DEAD BODY AROUND 
/ FOREVER! I'LL OROP HIM IN THIS 


7 ALLEY! 7 
eo 
° 


2 _ 


JUST STAY WHERE YOU ARE, [ata ] NOTHING peace mee % 


Stee ER ate ME 5 eth he) | AUTRE comes 2.2% 
(e} Way! GH’ YOUR } \ I'LL HAVE To, Re 
BODY LYING THERE! BULLETS CAN'T / With [py MERGE 


HEY, HE RAN BUT How DID MEANWHILE I PUT DISTANCE BETWEEN My- 
INTO THAT CAR J LAWRENCE'S BODY SELF ANO THE POLICE, BUT I COULON’T REMAIN 
ANG. VANISHED! GET HERE? I DIDN'T FUSED TO THE CAR FOR LONG... 


-T DON'T SEE THAT--THAT , 
UNDERSTAND THING DRAG _/ I CAN'T STAY FUSED To THIS 
IT! IT IN! CAR! UNGHOOOW! IT'S BEEN 
TOC Lene ALREADY: ght 


TAL'S TEARIN 
AT MY BoDYy! 


/ THAT'S IT! RUN, YOU STUPID 
SHEEP! I'M THE THING, THE ) |Z MADE my way 
CRAWLING, OOZING TERROR TO THE LAB. 


GRAAAAT 
i VY THIS WILL GIVE 
‘ ME A CHANCE To 


BACK 


ANOTHER FIVE 
MINUTES UNTIL THE 
SOLUTION COMES To 4 
BOIL! THEN I'LL BE FREE 

OF THIS UGLY SHELL! 


COMPLETE MY 
EXPERIMENT 
UNDISTURBED! 


| SUDDENLY, AS IT MADE FINAL PREPARATIONS 
FOR THE FINAL TEST... 


DON'T LET HiM AAAAIIIS You've 
GET AWAY! DESTROYED MY 
SHOOT TO SOLUTION! 

KILLS 


NO! NO! LET ME 
FINISH MY 
EXPERIMENT! 
OON'T STOP 
ME Now! 


YEAH! THAT 
CRAZY POWER. 
HE HAS MAKES. 
HIM ALMOST 
IMPOSSIBLE 
TO SPOT! 


. HE'S GONE... BUT HE MUST 
BE SOMEWHERE IN THIS 
ROOM! KEEP YOUR 
EYES PEELED! 


MORE POLICE COMING ! I'LL NEVER 

GET AWAY FROM HERE UNLESS--THAT 

TREE!’ I COULD FUSE MYSELF WITH 
THAT TREE UNTIL THEY 


| THE TIGHT, ARMED CIRCLE 
STOOD GUARD UNTIL. THE 
SUN ROSE... 


THERE HE GOES! HE 
CAME RIGHT OUT OF 
THE Deets / AFTER 


I WATCHED WITH TERROR FROM MY BARK- | 
ENC/RCLED BIDECUT AS A_TIGHT RING WAS | 
DRAWN ABOUT T) BUILDING... 


I STRAINEO EVERY MUSCLE, 
TO RIP LOOSE FROM THE 
ROOTS WHICH HELO ME. 


HARRIS _ IS SOMEWHERE 
WITHIN THIS SMALL AREA! 
WE HAVE HIM TRAPPED! E 
WE'LL HOLD oO; OUT HERE 
UNTIL DAWN / No ONE 
CAN LEAVE WITH: OPT 
BEING SPOTTED! 


I WATCHED THE SEASONS | 
COME AND GO, NEVER GIVING 
UP HOPE THAT ONE DAY SOME- 


I GUESS 
HARRIS 
MANAGED 
Te ESCAPE 


I 
MUST TEAR 
LOosE FROM 
THIS TREE AND 
FIND ANOTHER 


( UNGHSAGGH! (PANT)... I-- 
I CAN'T TEAR AWAY! MY 
BODY HAS FUSED WITH THE 


ONE WILL*LISTEN TO ME.. 
~) THAT SOMEONE WILL FREE ME! 


& 
a AAaccowwaaww> 


ontovawe.— 


@ I first remember “The Golden Patio” as 
the one ray of light in a dark old house; a 
door that opened on Fairyland from a 
world of wax flowers and horsehair sofas. 

The picture belonged to my grand- 
mother and hung in an angle of the stairs. 
It fascinated me as a child and often, 
when no one was about, I climbed on to 
one of the high-backed chairs and gazed 
into its yellow heart 

The painting was wrought in oils, and 
was old and discolored. It depicted an 
archway of crumbling stone closed by 
great gates of twisted iron which I always 
firmly believed to be locked, as though 
they were shut upon something intimate; 
something too beautiful or too terrible to 
be pried and peered at by mortal eyes. 
Through the bars could be seen a Spanish 
courtyard, full of tall, shadowy pillars and 

im-trees, and fountains that sparkled 
beneath the moon. In the darkest corner, 
there was a door, heavily curtained with 
sombre velvet, while through a rift in the 


curtains came light—a misty stream of 
yellow radiance which flooded one side 
of the great dim courtyard and gave it its 
name, “The Golden Patio.; " 


Lused to wonder what lay in the room, 
what secrets were hidden behind those 
curtains. The patio seemed like a pro- 
logue in stone; the gateway to a 
deeper mystery. 

A strange old picture, yet, such as it 
was, the only sign of artistic taste that my 
grandfather had ever shown. He, Peter 
Romsey, had been a sea captain; the best 
of sailors, the worst of men. Even at 
home they heard of his escapades: low, 
sordid tales of drunken orgies, of 
floggings, mutinies and brawls, and of 
queer cargoes shipped at dead of night, 
which no honest skipper would have 
aboard, 

And then, quite suddenly, he died. His 
few effects came home to England: a 
battered sea-chest, a caul, a sharp gully, 
some old Spanish lace and “The Patio.” 
My grandmother knew nothing of the 
facts of his death save some talk about 
drink and a foreign woman; but, as she 
had grown to hate his memory, she 
stowed the chest in the lumber room, 
where it lay, fast locked, for the rest of 
her life. The lace, she sold for a third of 
its value, while, as for “The Golden 
Patio,” it hung in disgrace on the dark old 
stairs to fill my childish heart with 
wonder. 

It is hard, even now, to realize what a 
hold that picture had on me. I was a 
lonely little boy and, like all such 
children, inclined to dreaming. I wove 
wild stories and legends about it till, by 
degrees, it seemed to tell of something 
strong and elemental, something I could 
not understand. Romance was in “The 
Patio,” in the close-locked gates and the 
hidden room; not romance as we nor- 
therners know it, but something born in a 
land of red hills and great slow-surging 
rivers, of scorching sun and cruel, hot 
color. It breathed the spirit of Spain. 

Often in later years, while gazing at 
Goya's masterpieces, I have caught in his 
fierce, glowing fires and savage faces, a 
‘glimpse of that same hard, primitive 
atmosphere. The picture lured and yet 
repelled me. It spoke to me of another 
world. 

Even as the years wore on and I began 
to dream love stories, full of the lazy lilt 
of guitars and the perfume of exotic 
flowers, it was always of wild, unhallowed 
love, while sometimes, on dark winter 
nights, the picture was radiant no longer. 
It looked dull and brown and dead and 
wicked. It seemed to tell of lust and 
anger, of savage oaths and the rattle of 
knives. I feared “The Patio.” 

By degrees, as the spell grew stronger, I 
developed a love for everything Spanish. 


I studied the language of old Castile, I 
devoured its noble literature;’ while the 
fact that the picture at last became mine 
did not lessen its attraction. It hung in my 
study for many years and when, at length, 
I came to travel, “The Golden Patio” 
traveled too. 

Obeying perhaps some strange instinct, 
I followed my grand-sire’s footsteps 
south. I wandered through Italy and 
France. For months, I loitered along the 
Loire; then, when the fever possessed me 
again, I hastened down through Langue- 
doc to the Pyrenees and Spain. 

I shall never forget the day when I first 
crossed the frontier-and steamed slowly 
southwards from Port Bou. I felt that I 
was in sight of my goal, that it lay in the 
haze of those bare brown hills, where the 
little rugged villages seemed carved from 
the living rock. Yet, as I slept and 
sweltered among priests and flies and 
peasants, I ceased to exult and my heart 
grew cold for I knew that my search was 
far from ended. My search! Yes, my 
whole life had become a quest, a quest 
for something vague and intangible - 
pillars, palm-trees and yellow light. 

Often I cursed myself for a fool and 
sometimes in the early morning, when the 
spell of “The Patio” was weak, I thought 
that I would destroy this lodestone which 
had drawn me to Spain against my will. 


Then, at night-time, when the moon came 
out, and the picture lived and spoke to 
me, I thanked heaven that I had held my 
hand, for I knew that without it, I might 
falter or even, perchance, abandon my 
mission, I had a mission; of that I was 
certain. There was a riddle, a mystery to 
solve; and the key to the mystery was still 
to be found—in the gates of the Golden 
Patio. 

For five years, I probed the heart of 
Spain. For five years, I wandered from 
town to town, living with gypsies and 
honest farmers, with smugglers and 
consumeros. I spent lonely nights on the 
high sierras when the cup of the world 
was gray with moonshine, and the little 
twinkling lights in the valley shone like 
the watch-fires of an army. I drank strong 
Alcala wine with peasants and watched 
their ancient rhythmic dances which 
must have been old in the days of the 
Moors. 

I walked in the avenues of Seville and 
feasted my eyes on the matchless 
Giralda, I lounged on the Puerta del Sol 
at Toledo and saw bulls butchered at 
Madrid, I roamed Spain from Burgos to 
the Rock till, at last, by way of the sea, I 
came to Palma, lying like a great jewel on 
the plain, washed by the long bright 
waves and flanked by the misty moun- 
tains of Majorca. 

There, in some measure, I found 
content among people whom time has 
barely touched; courtly, grave and kindly 
folk such as they tell of in old tales. I 
made my home at a vine-covered fonda 
which stands on the hillside near Porto 
Pi, and thence it was my custom to drive 
daily into Palma in the little rattling, 
dusty trams that wind down the white 
road am the olives. 

Palma ifself is a delight; a golden city, 
full of sunshine, and set in the midst of a 
flowering plain. It is dry and white with 
blinding dust, a place of tall palm-trees 
and prickly pear. There are queer 
crooked streets, dim echoing churches 
and crumbling ramparts of sun-baked 
stone where fishermen hang their nets to 
dry and soldiers take their noonday 
siesta. 

I grew to love this city of memories 
where the past rubs shoulders with the 
present till, all at once, my peace was 
shattered. I heard the old insistent call. 

Iwas a Romsey, and, deep in my hea 
was my grandfather's passion for ships 
and the sea. In all the Balearic Islands, 
there was nothing I loved like Palma Bay 
with its crowded harbor, its white 
feluccas and its swarm of swarthy Spanish 
seamen. I chanced to be walking there 
one evening, dreaming and watching the 
tall-masted ships. I could hear the south 
wind among the palms, the throb of bells 
on the still, warm air and the distant hum 
of the ancient city, sleeping within its 
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broken walls. The sun was down behind 
Bellver woods, tipping the castle tower 
with crimson and pouring its pale light 
upon the sea. Each burnished wave was 
tipped with fire. Everything was gold, 
bright gold! 

Standing in the flood of light with 
everything radiant about me, I obeyed 
the call again without question and 
plunged anew into the town. Nobody 
hurries in Majorca, so I lounged for an 
hour or two by the Lirico, watching the 
crowd which thronged the Borne: priests, 
soldiers, fishermen, girls and bronze-hued 
peasants, 

Then at last, when the sun had sunk to 
rest and the trees were turning gray in the 
gardens, I rose and wandered into the 
dark maze of alleys that lie in the shadow 
of the Cathedral. I do not know how long 
I walked there. The moon came out and 
the quiet streets emptied. On I went 
without thought or reason, searching as I 
had searched for years. I was hardly 
conscious of my whereabouts when 
suddenly, looming out of the shadows, I 
saw the great arch of the Almudaina. I 
walked through the crooked gateway and 
blindly on. I turned to the left; to the left 
again. I emerged from the black mouth of 
an alley and there before me were gates 
of iron—the gates of the Golden Patio! 

For a moment, I stared, swept by a 
storm of conflicting emotions—joy, fear, 
wonder and a feeling of emptiness and 
pain. It seemed as though a curtain had 
been rung down on my life. For years, my 
life had been a search and now the quest 
was ended, 

Treading softly, 1 approached and 
peered between the rusty bars. Within all 
was rotten and decayed. The fountains 
were silent; the palms were dead; rough 
weeds crept through cracks in the broken 
pavement. I felt disappointed, almost 
-angry. Could it be that I was mistaken? 

And then some unseen hand drew the 
curtain and from the doorway in the 
corner came pouring floods of dazzling 
light which threw into sharp relief each 
withered palm and painted a shining 
golden wedge on the shadowy flagstones 
of the courtyard. I hid my eyes, and, in 
my joy, I breathed a silent prayer of 
thankfulness. Those long years of search 
had not been in vain for now there could 
be no doubt. This was the Patio 

Now across the street stood a high 
blank wall, and leaning against it, I saw 
an old man, a dirty rogue in grey 
alpacca who puffed a greasy black cigar 
and watched me through the swirling 
smoke. He raised his hat as I approached 
and his fat face creased into a smile. “The 
senor Ingles has lost his way?” 

I laughed and waved towards the Patio. 
“On the contrary, I have. found it,” I 
cried, 

He raised his eyebrows at my answer; 


he grinned at me slyly and sidled nearer. 
“What is the senor’s pleasure tonight?” 

“IT want to know who lives in that 
house.” 

For a moment, the man eyed me very 
keenly; then he shook his head and 
shrugged his shoulders. “Don Ruy 
Gondomar lived there, senor.” 

“And does he live there now?” I asked. 

“Quien sabe, senor? Who knows?" 

And with a secret smile in his eyes, he 
raised his hat and walked softly away. 

I glanced around. The street was 
empty. All the houses were in darkness, 
their shutters closed against the world. 
The sky was pale with a haze of stars and 
the moonlight painted the whole world 
silver. A silver frame for a monstrous 
painting of iron bars, black as ink against 
a glare of pulsing, living yellow. 

The patio! I crept slowly nearer, 
drawn to it Almost against my will. 
Through the gates came the sweet, hot 
scent of verbena and the reek of damp 
and rotting leaves. The air was heavy and 
still as death. I could hear the soft drone 
of the mosquitoes. And then, clear and 
cold as the note of a bell, came the music 
of a woman's voice: “Pedro! Pedro mio!” 

I opened the great iron gates and 
entered, 

Hardly was | inside the arch before I 
became conscious of another presence. I 
felt, I knew that I was not alone. There 
have been times when, in some crowded 
room, | have known instinctively that 
some near relation was standing at my 
elbow. It was just the same now. I could 
see no one, but this strange impulse made 
me peer behind each slender pillar which 
might conceal a friend or a foe. 

For a while, I stood motionless in the 
archway, then feeling my way through 
the damp vegetation, I crossed the great 
silent courtyard and came to the little 
door in the corner. The heavy curtains 
hid the room but I could hear low sob- 
bing and, through the sobs, that 


passionate whisper: “Pedro! Pedro!” 

Pedro! I thrilled at the sound of the 
name, for was I not Peter like all my line? 
Could it be that this woman was calling 
me, had called me across the breadth of 
Europe? 

I felt my pulses quickening and nerved 
myself for the encounter. Then, even as I 
stood irresolute, I heard the opening of a 
door, a frightened gasp and a man’s soft 
laugh. 

I waited no longer but crept back the 
way that I had come, stealing from 
moldering pillar to pillar, groping my way 
through the wet, clinging leaves. At last, 
after what seemed an age, I came to the 
gates. With beating heart, I darted into 
the archway and felt about for the carven 
handle. And then, the blood seemed to 
freeze in my veins, for I realized that I 
was a prisoner. The gates of the Patio 
were locked! 

For a moment, I felt almost frightened, 
for I knew, that I had placed a stone to 
prevent their clanging and betraying me. 
Someone had locked the gates 
deliberately, someone who knew that I 
had entered. Could it be the man in grey? 
I remembered his smile and his crafty 
eyes. Doubtless he was some friend of 
Don Ruy, who had watched my 
somewhat furtive entrance and contrived 
to trap me neatly. So he would return 
with the police and I would be dragged 
away to jail, charged with trespassing, 
house-breaking and Heaven knows what 
else besides, for the Spanish police are 
very thorough, and justice is swift and 


merciless in Palma de Majorca, 

There was no time to lose, and, if I 
would escape, there was only one thing 
for me to do. I must make a clean breast 
of the whole affair; rouse the household 
and apologize. After all, my intentions 
were harmless and it is better to look like 
a fool than a felon. 

I walked boldly across the courtyard, 
concealing myself no longer, for con- 
cealment was unnecessary. So I came 
opposite the little doorway and caught a 
glimpse of the room beyond. It was cold 
and bare, like most houses in Palma, with 
great black beams and furniture, and 
curious three-beaked lamps of brass 
which threw a flickering yellow glare 
upon the walls of rough white plaster. 
There was no romance, no mystery till, 
all at once, came a rustle of silk and the 
woman stood leaning in the doorway, 

I can see her now, I shall see her 
always: tall, slim, divinely graceful, her 
dark eyes wide with fear and loathing, 
and her fingers twisting and wrenching at 
her rosary of golden beads. I knew in- 
stinctively that she was afraid; afraid of a 
man who lounged, lolling and smoking, in 
one of the high-backed leather chairs; a 
swarthy man with great pouched eyes and 
lips as red as those of a dancing girl. 


She stared straight in front of her, 
through and beyond me, and, all in a 
moment, I yearned for her. I loved her 
face, pallid as a moonstone, her crimson 
mouth, her haunted eyes, her black hair 
coiled ‘neath the combless mantilla. It 
seemed as though some strange spirit was 
in me, something strong and fierce and 
primitive. All the calm years of my life 
were forgotten, their lessons lost in a 
surge of emotion. Hot and trembling, I 
sprang towards her, and bared my teeth 
like a savage dog when the man reached 
out a languid hand and drew her upon his 
knee. 

With one bound, I leaped the stream of 
light and crouched in the shadow of the 
doorway. The curtains hung in sable 
folds, and behind one of these I con- 
cealed myself. There was sweat on my 
brow and my teeth were chattering. I 
wanted to rend this man like a beast. I 
cannot explain my sensations now, and, 
at the time, I did not attempt to do so. I 
only know that my blood was on fire and 
that at my ear was that devil's whisper, 
urging, tempting me to violence. 

The swarthy man was speaking softly. I 
could hear his voice like a voice in a 
dream. It seemed to come from far away. 
It was strange; weird. I cannot explain it. 

“You are beautiful , . . beautiful, Inez,” 
he whispered. “You are like the snows on 
the Puig Mayor, so white, so cold...” 

The lady's white fingers wrenched at 
her beads and I heard her laugh softly, 
mirthlessly. “My husband, Don Ruy, has 
learned to pay compliments?” 

“Of course. It was to be expected. 
Jealousy is an excellent teacher!" Don 
Ruy smiled at his wife's tragic face and 
the butt of his cigar glowed red as he blew 
a thin cloud of oily smoke. “Is not your 
beauty renowned in Majorca? Am I not 
said to be blessed with a wife fit only to 
mate with angels or—Englishmen?” 

The woman's mouth gaped hideously; 
she stifled a scream with one jeweled 
hand. 

“Why—what do you mean? 
you're mocking me.” 

“Nothing but idle compliments, Inez. 
Caspito! I'm learning fast. Pray sing 

“II cannot, Ruy. I am not well 
tonight.” 

At last, Don Ruy raised his voice, a 
voice that lashed her like a whip. 

“Sing, Inez, sing. It is my wish. The 
Englishman must be entertained.” 

Theard the beads rattle upon the foor, 
one by one, slowly, like dripping blood. 
The woman was groveling on her knees, 
clawing at her husband's shoulders and 
striking that smiling, impassive face with 
little vicious, tight-clenched hands. 

“Ruy! Ruy! You fiend! You devil! I'm 


Ruy, 


‘—~ innocent. I swear by the Cross." 


Don Ruy laughed shortly and spat at 
her; then, without haste or hesitation, he 


drew a long Carracas dagger. I saw the 
blade gleam as he slowly unclasped it, 
and felt my flesh tingling with fear. 

“You fool,” he laughed softly, “You 
pair of fools. Fools to doubt my vigilance. 
Fools to put faith in Pablo Mendez." 

Inez gave a shriek at the sound of the 
name. She kept repeating it, wildly, 
insanely. 

“Pablo? Pablo? My servant batrayed 
me? Pablo Mendez whom I trusted?” 

“Of course he betrayed you, carita mia. 
Gold tempted him as love tempted you. 
He sold his honor for gold, Inez.’Twas he 
who called me back from Pollensa to 
watch your meetings with the English- 
man. "Twas he who betrayed your Pedro 
tonight. Ah, Pablo Mendez shall be 
rewarded. He is an honest, a trusty 
servant.” 

T tried to shut my ears to her cries, her 
oaths, her prayers, her piteous pleading. I 
strove to catch some glimmer of light, 
some answer to this monstrous riddle. 
This House of the Patio was accursed, 
and I, it would seem, was under its spell, 
drawn into the midst of a web that was 
closing and tightening slowly round me. I 
buried my face in the fold of the curtain, I 
pressed my hands upon my ears, but still I 
could hear her pitiful moaning and that 
ceaseless cry of: “Mercy! Mercy!” 

“Mercy?” sneered Ruy. “What mercy 
had you—you and your foul Englishman? 
What did you care for my honor, my 
pride, for a name that's been stainless 
since Jaime's day? Oh, you were cunning, 
T'll give you your due. But I could be 
cunning, also, Inez. Tonight, by my 
orders, the gates of the Patio were left 
unlocked, I am a considerate husband.” 

A strangled cry escaped me, and Don 
Ruy raised his eyes. I saw that, like the 
blade of his knife, they shone dully yellow 
in the lamplight. 

“Your lover is near,” he went on 
quietly, smiling and glancing towards the 
curtains. “Pablo was watching across the 
street, and, when your Englishmen en- 
tered my gates, he locked them; locked 
them and trapped him, Inez. He is here. 
He is safe; but I will be kind. Your 
cortejo shall lie in your arms tonight.” 

I freed my limbs from the folds of the 
curtain, I crooked my hands and 
prepared to kill. Don Ruy was silent now 
and motionless, peering towards me with 
narrowed eyes. Some movement of the 
curtain must have attracted his attention 
for, flinging Inez on one side, he crept’ 
slowly forward, crouched almost double, 
his face wreathed in a ghastly grin and the 
long knife glimmering in his hand. 

Something seemed to snap in my brain. 
I became a prey to blind bloodlust. I 
longed for a dagger to slay this man who 
stood between me and my woman. I 
bared my teeth; I crouched to spring. But 
Don Ruy strode to the other curtain. 


With a low, wicked oath, he tore it aside; 
then even as he raised his arm, there 
came a livid streak of steel and a long 
knife was buried in his throat! 

For a moment, there was utter silence. 
Don Ruy slithered to the floor, where he 
lay smiling horribly in death. Inez was 
swaying upon her knees, when the 
curtain was flung back without a sound, 
and a man leaped forward and caught her 
in his arms. He was so quick that I could 
not see his face, but, as he knelt with his 
back towards me, something in his build 
and carriage seemed strangely, horribly 
familiar. I knew at once that this was the 
man of whose silent presence I had been 
conscious in the Patio. His spirit was 
somehow attuned to mine. He influenced 
my thoughts and actions. It was not Pablo 
Mendez. It was no one I knew, and 
+yet.. 

The rest of the scene is indescribable. 
It was almost as though it had been 
rehearsed. There was no violence, no 
strong emotion; just a dull apathy, a 
deadness. The man and the woman both 
acted with a sort of dreary, senseless 
monotony, as though they were in some 
grotesque play. There was a sense of 
repetition . . . 

Between them, they straightened Don 
Ruy’s limbs and set a pale Crucifix in his 
hands. Once and only once did Inez 
speak, pointing a white finger at his face. 

“Oh, Pedro,” she maoned. “Oh, Pedro. 
His eyes!” 

Still with his back towards me, the 
strange man knelt and took two pesetas 
from his pocket. Roughly he closed the 
eyelids and weighed them down, while 
the woman crouched trembling ' by his 
side, with utter despair in her ashen face. 
I can see them now, those three grim 
figures: the man, the woman and poor 
Don Ruy with the great white coins on his 
eyes and his sallow throat all creeping 
crimson. 

Pedro and Inez knelt for a moment; 
then hand in hand, guiltily like thieves, 
they crept out softly into the Patio. The 
woman's white fingers were pressed to 
her lips and she kept glancing back with 
wide, glassy eyes; but the man dragged 
her on remorselessly, and, although I 
could not see his face, I knew, in my 
heart, that he was laughing. There could 
be no doubt, he was utterly callous; and 
perhaps it was this very savagery that 
broke the spell of silence which bound 
me. 

“Murderers! Murderers!" I screamed 
when they were all but lost in the 
darkness, “Come back, you devils. 
You've murdered him." 

Still they kept on without any haste, till 
they stood by the great gates of twisted 
iron which now stood open for their 
passing. I was at their heels. I was almost 
on them when, all at once, with a soft, 


evil laugh, the man stepped out from the 
shadow and stood within an arm's length 
of me, full in the glare of golden light. He 
seemed almost wraith-like in brilliance; a 
shadow without form or substance. I 
stared at him and screamed with hdtror, 
for he was as tall and as broad as I. He 


had red hair and eyes as dark as mine. ‘* 


Save for the loose mouth and heavy jaw, 
the man’s face was my own! 

When I came out of my swoon it was 
getting light. The dawn was creeping up 
from the sea and the Patio was cold and 
gray. I staggered slowly to my feet and 
reeled through those grotesque, evil 
gates. Across the street was the high 
blank wall and, leaning against it, I saw 
an old,man a dirty rogue in gray alpacca 
who puffed a greasy black cigar and 
watched me through the swirling smoke. 

“Buenas dies tengen," he cried in the 
ancient dialect of the island. “It is cold at 
this early hour, is it not, for those who are 
poor and have no homes?” 

“Traitor!” I cried. "Do you know what 
you've done? There was devil's work last 
night, Pablo Mendez.” 

The old fellow scratched his dirty chin 
and raised his black sombrero. “The 
caballero is mistaken. My name is not 
Mendez,” he said softly. “I am Jose Diego 
Ramon Concepcion Esteban Alvarez.” 

“But the House?" I cried wildly. “The 
House of the Patio? Who lives there? Tell 
me! Tell me, man!" 

“Si, si, senor. That old place yonder . . 
.” He shrugged and smiled. “There was a 
murder there, years ago. Don Ruy 
Condomer was killed. An Englishman 
stabbed him and stole his wife.” 

I felt the hair rising on my scalp. An 
Englishman? Do you know his name?" 

He thought for a moment with half- 
shut eyes; then all at once, he snapped his 
fingers. 

“T believe . . . yes, it was a sailor called 
Romsey; an evil liver, from all accounts. 
"Twas he or another. I cannot remember . 
. . Bah! what does it matter? He is dead.” 

“But Romsey!" I gasped. “Peter 
Romsey! My grandfather!” 

“Your grandfather? Is that so, indeed?” 
In an instant, Alvarez was all smiles. “Ah, 
he was a great one, El Capitan Ingles. A 
noble lover! Neat with the knife.” 

“And the house? Is it empty? Who lives 
there now?" 

‘The old man crossed himself and shrug- 
ged his shoulders as he moved away. 
"Quien sabe, senor? Who knows." @ 


GN THE STEAMING, CRAWLING DARKNESS OF THE FLORIOA 
SWAMP COUNTRY, THE GHASTLY SPECTERS OF Baceba nt 
PLAN A MURDER.,, SHOWING THAT THERE ARE.. NN} 
WY 


<M Wa 


JAMES,THERE'S No WAY ) I' ' JAMES ARE You Y EXACTLY! GET HER DOWN 

OuT---6UR MONEY IS THINKING THE HERE AND IF ANYTHING 

GONE’ WE MUST DO SAME THING / E TO HAPPEN TO FB. 
SH LIAM... 7 eg HER 2 Out LIVING HEI 

WE'O GET HER MONEY/ 


SOMETHING TO GET 
MONEY ! I'D EVEN 
KILL FOR IT! 


f WR? OEAR AUNT LENORE... YOU ¥ HERE'S YOUR IT'S,,, LOVELY! THANK YOU, 
He a DON'T KNOW HOW JAMES ROOM, AUNTIE... NEPHEWS... NOW PLEASE 
DREADFUL AND I HAVE BEEN LOOKING 4 WE HOPE You 


THOUGHT OF PMR FORWARD TO-- 5; 
‘ YOU HERE) ae NG 


EXCUSE ME ! I MUST 
WILL ENJoy PREPARE SOME THINGS! 
YOUR STAY 

WITH US! 


| 
| INTO ACTION! |” 
4 AN 
INVITATION | 
WAS SENT 


Tis See one 8° Tiss nit 
Li N 1S.,, HAV 
IKNOW WHAT THEY WANT TO Co / CALLS YOU! PHANTOMS 
> ISE TO DO' BATTLE 
AGAINST MY NEPHEW! 


T/MALL FOR DROWNING ) NO, YOU FOOL! WE CAN 
HER... RIGHT HERE... _“ FORGE A SUICIDE NOTE 
FOR HER... ANO AANG 
HER! WAIT--I HAVEA 

BETTER IDEA--- 


I SEE You, 
MESSENGER OF 
DEATH / yOu ANSWERED 

MY CALL! WE WILL KILL... 

AK/ikL THOSE WHO 

WOULD K/LL ME! 


JAMES PLACED A METRONOME OUTSIDE LENORE'S 
WINDOW... HOPING THAT THE TIP-TAP OF THE 
MACHINE WOLILD DRIVE LENORE INSANE... /N 


THE NIGH T..< 

HEE- HEE! IT'S YOUR 
SHE'LL THINK HEE! IMAGINATION! 
SOME SWAMP I erick THINK, 
FIEND |S WE_ OUGHT, 
TAPPING ON DROWN HER! 
HER WINDOW! 
WHA--I THOUGHT 
I HEARD THE 
OLD FOOL 
LALIGHING.. - 


Srrretnnl 


THE WINDOW-- LOOK-- 
LOOK AT THE WINDOW/ 
THE-THE TAPPING WAS 
HERE... IT'S COMING 

IN-- /N HERES? 


JAMES,AND LESLIE LISTENED FOR THE WE/RD 
TAPPING SOUND... 


“LHEAR IT... IT 
So 


| Hines ‘IN THEIR. ROOM, /N THE OEAD OF NIGHT, 


IT SEEMS 
"BS NEAR. 


NOLNO/ EEE YAHH! 
L-LOOK, J-JAMES... 
LooK/ 


BUT THE BRIGHTNESS OF THE NEXT MORNING TOLD 
THE MURDER-BENT BROTHERS THAT THE TAPPINGS 
HAO ALL BEEN A BAD DREAM. 


hae WE SHOULD 
Cras HAVE HUNG 


GOOD MORNING, Jeracious, YES! HEE! HEE! 
I HOPE You IF YOU'LL EXCUSE ME ,I'D 
SLEPT WELL! LIKE TO WALK AROUND 

THE GROUNDS BEFORE 
BREAKFAST! 


AUNTIE! 


QUIET... HERE 
SHE COMES / 


SHE.. SHE DION'T HEAR A WAIT! I HAVE ONE WE'LL PAINT THIS ON HER CEILING 

SOUND? WE BETTER MORE IDEA FOR IN PHOSPHORESCENT FAINT! SHE 

DROWN HER! THE ORIVING HER MAD... WON'T BE ABLE TO SEE IT IN THE 

STRAIN IS TOO MUCH \F THAT FAILS, WE DAYTIME, BUT AT NIGHT,.JT y 
M CAN HANG HER OR 7 WILL GLow.., / § 

. OROWN HER... le 


LET ME KNOW AS SOON AS I GET THE SAME 
YOU SEE HER COMING / FEELING’ HURRY.. 
BRRR! THIS HORRIBLE LET'S GET THIS 
FACE GIVES ME OVER WITH! 
THE CREEPS... 

ITS ALMOST 

ALIVE... 
WATCHING 4 


THAT HORRIBLE a ANO THERE'S NO WAY 
FACE SHOULD FOR HER TOFINOOUT | 
SCARE HER TO WE WERE EVER HERE / 
DEATH... 


HEH-HEH!T CAN'T 

WAIT TO HEAR 
COME, MY FRIENDS OF THE OLD WOMAN 
THE NIGHT... VENGEANCE REAM! 
UPON MY NEPHEWS... 


my 


EEEEEE! JAMES! 


ON--ON OUR? E 
CEILING? WHA-- IT--ITS MOVING/ 


WHAT IS IT-- 


{AR AARRGHG, ia 


at 


t HALHA! vai wala! 
Teh 


J-JAMES...(GASP)...LO0-- 
LOOK UPAT OUR...OUR 
CEILING... LOOK... 


T-THAT WAS NOMIGHTMARE J] JAMES! LESLIE! 
LAST NIGHT! OUR HAIR... OH | THERE YOU 
TEENS? WHITE/TL CAN'T ARE... 
ITANO IT ANY MORE... 
LET'S DROWN HER 
NOW/ y- 


WHAT HAPPENED... DO YOU MEAN To 

YOU BOTH LOOK SAY THAT YOU 

TEN YEARS OLDER! } HEARD NOTHING 

WHAT HAPPENED 7” LAST NIGHT? gl ANYTHING? 


ON THE CEILING! you-You ) WHAT ARE \ YOUD/O HEAR ) 

DID SEE THEM! YOU'RE YOU TALKING )NOISES, LENORE... 

TRYING TO ORIVE US ABOUT? PUT < YOU FIEND! FIEND. 
ME DOWN / Ie FIEND’ 


ARE YOU TRYING 
TO FRIGHTEN ME 7 


AS IF YOU'O SEEN 
GHOSTS,..OR 
VISIONS.,ON_ | 
YOUR CEILING | 


h 


DIE! DIE/NOW _ Y DROWN, YOU WITCH! 


MONEY AND ( STRANGLE... 
OUR SANIT Y/ Pr eer 
Ue Ve : 4 


LOOK AT THE BLOOD’ Y LEAVE HER THER’ 
SHE MUST'VE STRUCK I CAN'T BEAR T 


HER HEAD/ ;———\— TOUCH HER 


PLANNING TO 
REMOVE THE 
OU: 


BEO ! AND AS 
MIONIGHT 
CALLED TO 
THE CREATURES 
OF THE 
GRAVE, THE 
RIPPLING 
POOL 


HEEEE! HEE! HEE! T 


FOOLED THEM! 


DON'T KNOW THAT 


THEY Fa 
; 


YOU CAN'T DROWN Jif 


pee 
4 x 


OKHHHH- 


NO! NO! WHATEVER You 
ARE.,, DON'T COME 
ANY NEARER // 


.. AS GRISLY AS A. RISING CORPSE / 


= 


MAD WITH 
RROR 
Te RAY 
WATCHED THE 
MONSTROUS 
THING IN 
FRONT OF 
THEM, LESLIE 
ANO JAMES 
O10 NOT 
SEE THE 
GHOSTLY 
HANDS THAT 
SILENTLY 


LESSSLEEEE.,, JAAAMMEsss..I AM 


No/NO/ STAY 


AWAY FROM 
; us/ 


NOW YOU WILL EACH DIE AS YOU HAD ‘RAZED WITH ALARM, THE BROTHERS FELL! JAMES WHO 
PLANNED FOR ME TO DIE! HAMAHRGG6GG! WANTED TO HANG LENORE 


x 


UL 


a 


WU 


a 


mee 


STAY AWAy-y/ 
AARGHH/ 


FEEYAA-A.- [ WHAT A TERRIBLE orga’ OR A 
MY HEAD... \ POOR OLD E: LIKE ¥. bi FR 


MAYBE YOU'D BETTER ey BACK 
HOME TODAY! WE'LL FIND _/ 
aig led MURDERER, OH--THE POOR 
Y BOYS! YEs.,, 


WHAT A SWEET 


HAT A Swe NO THANK YOU, 
“ ¥. 


STEWARD...IM JUST 
TAKING A SHORT 


THIS IS GOING TO YEAH... SAY,,, LOOK HERE! 
TRIP AWAY FROM BEA TOUGH CASE | WET FOOTPRINTS FROM THE 
MY HOME IN THE TO SOLVE.,, THIS POOL! GREAT SCOTT! THEY 
FLORIDA SWAMPS. | ONE IN THE POOL LOOK LIKE THE FOOTPRINTS 

WF. “aby OLO 


MAY I GET ANYTHING FOR 
YOU,MA'AM? ARE YOU ON 


FOR A LONG VOYAGE 7 FOR MY HEALTH., MUST'VE A/T 


HIS HEAO A/AST/ 
See ALL THE 


WOUWN ANDERS WAS SURE HE HAD THE ANSWER TO WHY ACCIDENTS HAPPENED TO 
PEOPLE--UNTIL HE SAW THE HORROR THAT EMERGED FROM THE NETHERWORLD.(T 
WAS THEN TWAT HIS OWN LIFE HUNG IN THE BALANCE /FOR NONE WHO MET THE 
CREATURES EVER ESCAPED THE... 


dae kere se 
9 Y <7 
ey tee Bs 


WE CAN'T LET YOU 
RETAIN OUR SECRET, 
JOHN ANDERS. YOU 
MUST DIE AS ALL 
THE OTHER'S! 


WHO--WHAT 
CAUSES THEM? 
THIS INFORMATION 

IVE JUST DIS- 


EVIL POWER IS 
LEAGUED AGAINST 
an, MANKIND.’ 


JOHN ANDERS WAS THE CITY MORGUE STAT- 
ISTICIAN! FOR A LONG TIME, HE HAD BEEN INTER- 
ESTED IN FATAL ACCIDENTS--AND NOW HE WAS ON 
TRACK OF DISCOVERY AT LAST/ 


SS, HERE IT (S--THE = 
m/ CURVE ON THIS GRAPI 
Si GOOP LORD! IT MEAN: 

: THAT ACCIDENTS ARE 
NEVER ACCIDENTAL/TOO 
MANY. COINCIDENCES 
CAUSING THEM ARE 

DELIBERATE’ 


ANDERS KNEW TO THE SECOND WHEN AN ACCI- 
CENT WOULD HAPPEN! HE APPROACHED THE 
CROWDED THOROUGHFARE AS A BIRD — 


THAT MAN 
DOESN'T SEE 


[ARMED WITH HIS EARTH-SHAKING KNOWLEDGE, yj 


IDERS HAD CLOSED HIS EYES FOR ONE 
Terrie SECOND -- BUT HE COULD NEVES 
DEAFEN HIS EARS TO THE SICKENING THUD OF THE 
PACT. IT WAS THEN THATHE SAW THE GNOME..- 

oo 7 


HEE-HEE/ -— eK 
ANOTHER a 
ONE!’ I SAW THAT..THAT 2 
“THING PUSH THE MAN 
TOWARDS THE TRUCK! 
BUT NO ONE ELSE 
DID! 


THE GNOME DISAPPEARED witH-| [AND ANOTHER SHADOWY FORM 
OUT A TRACE/ ANDERS WALKED { | MATERIALIZED ON TOP OF 
TO ANOTHER PART OF TOWN, AND |) THE BUILDING... -— => 
JGRIMLY WATCHED AGAIN.-- SNIP SNIP SNIP-- AND 
; TWILL FLIP ELIE FLIP, 
ON TH AL'S 
CALCULATIONS 4 SAFE = HEADY HHA 


THIS TIME, ANDERS RESOLVED {MINUTES LATER, HE HAD FOLLOWED THE 
TO TRACE THAT EVIL CACKLING / STRANGE GNOME TOWARDS THE RAILROAD 
FIGURE! NIGHT HAD FALLEN’ J DEPOT/PEOPLE WERE NOW LOOKING AT 
; THE ae STILL, PURSUED — Ne 
y u : 5 LET THEM Look! ) "a 
, HA-HA-HEE- D CT CAN'T TELL THEM OF 7 
APPARENTLY IT'S (HEE! BACK 3% EIWOING THE SECRET OF 
INVISIBLE TO To THE AGES / é 
4) EVERYONE BUT 
be] ME! 


HEE-HEE’ BEHOLD! 
IT IS SHRUMPKIN/ HO! 
EVERYONE OUT! HEE-HEE/ 
TELL US WHAT HAPPENED’ 


TELL US! HA! HA! 


Wie. 
DOWN, DOWN--EVER DOWNWARD 
THAT HIDEOUS FORM TRAVELED--PAST 
DRIPPING, OOZING LABYRINTHS OF 
SLIME--PAST PLOPPING WHIRLPOOLS OF > / 
FILTH--UNTIL IT CAME TO A — e\ 
GROTTO-LIKE CAVE... i 


‘CRUMKIN, FRUMKIN AND LUMKIN 
SHALL BE GLAD TO SEE ME 
TONIGHT! TWO MORE HAVE -— 
BEEN DISPOSED OF 
NICELY! WA WA! 


BECAME CLEAR TO HIM THAT HERE WAS A RACE MUCH 
MORE ADVANCED IN THE SCIENCES THAN MAN/FOR 
EVERYWHERE WERE BILLIONS AND BILLIONS OF LIGH 
AND INSTRUMENTS.’ 


BUT_AS JOHN ANDERS LOOKED ABOUT, THE THOUGHT 
TS 


STOP HIM! HE WILL 
MAKE OUR EXIST- Well, 
ENCE KNOWN’ TONIGHT. 
CATCH HIM/ y Py 
CATCH HIM/ 4 BY 


WAIT/I HEAR 
A SOUND,’ THERE'S 
SOMEONE HERE / 
ONE WHO ISN'T 

Fus! 


SHOUT ALL YOU WANT, MORTAL / 
NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU! WE CANNOT 
LET YOU TATTLE ON US’ YOUR PEOPLE 
MAY THINK YOU DAFT-- BUT THEN AGAIN-- 
THEY MAY NOT! WE HATE 
SURFACE PEOPLE! 


YAAAAA! 
LEASE LET ME 
ILL BO 
SRTHING. i 


THEY PULLED AT ANDERS-- THEY SCRATCHED AT HIM-- THEY 
CLAWED AT HIM--BUT THE DESPERATE MAN BROKE 
LOOSE AND RAN--RAN FOR HIS VERY LIFE / 


sasicaheteatesdS 

yOu! LL NEVER CATCH 

me! I'LL WIN YET. cp. TO EAT Him 

PUFF-PUFF 14 ] ’ ALIve/ BUT 
KILL HIM IF, 
(OU MUST. 


WAS PRECIOUS. 
TIME WAS FLEETING 
FOR ANDERS /THE HORRIBLE 
HORDE WOULD BE PREPARING 
SOMETHING ESPECIALLY GRUESOME 
FOR HIM/HE HAD TO WARN THE WORLD’ | 
4 


THESE ARE ALL THE CHARTS. 
THEY pet BELIEVE 
ME? 


HE MADE His WAY TO THE 


SURFACE / 
GASP! GASP! 
ve VE DONE. It! HASHALL 

(MW FREE! WELL See 
ne yOu CAN STOP MEZ 


ALL RIGHT! I'LL HAVE TO WARN 
THEM SOME OTHER WAY/ILL 
BUY AN AD IN THE PAPER /, 

(LL SPEND ALL MY, 
SAVINGS IF I MUST. 


"ACCIDENTS 

BEING 

CEL, IBERATE?” 
GNOMES. 


GASP. GASP..I--I Yam 
THINK |'VE LOST THEM! 


THEY LL NEVER’ FINO 


ING HIM euck..| 
5 ef THAT wis 


BYE, JOHN ANDERS! 
EOP ere era MAL 


MEE, HEE, H, 
Mag a med 
: & 
4 y 


HE MUST OF 
SLIPPED INTO A 


ANOTHER 
ROTTEN ACC|- 
DENT/OH, WELL-- 
CALL THE | 
aie YES.WE CAN 
2 {A (TAKE OUT HIS 
LIGHT NOW OUR 
MASTER SHALL 
BE PLEASED 
WITH US/ 


WELL-- WE 
DIDN'T EAT 
HIM~- BUT HE |S 


FOIE ME LOLS 


Ae WAS 4 ZLOWN— FROM A FAMILY OF CLOWNS! AND ‘N HIS FAMILY THERE 
WAS A GR/M TRADITION: THE MOUTH OF EVERY MAN CHILD HAD TO BE Ty 
CARVED INTO THE RISUS SAROONICUS, THE GRIN OF DEATH! THUS No J 
ONE OF THE FAM/LY WEBER COULD EVER ESCAPE HIS FATE —TO BEY" * 
A CLOWN! $0 /T WAS WITH PETER WEBER, AND ALL WAS WELL > 
UNTIL HE FELL IN LOVE! THEN LAUGHTER TURNED TO TRAGEOY Og 
$ 
Ref 


ANO /T WAS A CASE OF ERY, CLOWN, ERY... 


QUIET, OLD WOMAN, 
AND GIVE ME MY SON 
TO HOLD! HE WILL 


YOU HAVE A FINE 
SON, KARL WEBER! 
AND IF YOU SPOIL 
HIS FACE AS THEY [A GOOD CLOWN, 
AS IAM! 


DID YOURS, YOU fam 
ARE A FOOL <Gq 


LISTEN! THE 
BABY MUST BE 
HERE! HEAR 
HOW LOUDLY 
IT CRIES? 


JA! TOO BAD FOR THE 
LITTLE ONE TO BE 
BORN INTO THAT 

FAMILY! YOU KNOW 
WHAT THEY WILL DO 


THREE MONTHS LATER THE DAY COMES. THE CHILD 


MUST NOW BE OPERATED ON — HIS MOUTH CARVED 


KARL! I— MUST 
WE 00 THIS 7 HE, \ YOU KNOW 
1S SO BEAUTIFUL! ] OUR CUSTOM! 


come! my 
KNIVES ARE 
READY! 


OPERATION TAKES PLACE. 


YOU SHOULD 


BE PROUD, NOW, Now, BETTA! L KNOW } L THINK OF 


BETTA, THAT HE IS CRYING, BUT IT WILL HIS BEAUTI-— 
YOUR SON JZ ONLY BE FORA LITTLE FUL LITTLE 
WILL BE A WHILE ! OLD JOHAN FACE —L-LIKE 


IS VERY A FLOWER, 
SKILLFUL! SCARRED FOR } 


¥ GREAT CLOWN— 
AS L AM, AND 
ALL MY PEOPLE 
BEFORE ME! 
WE HAVE 

BEEN CLOWNS 
FOR THREE- 
HUNDRED 


Years ROLL PAST/ LITTLE PETER (S TAUGHT ALL 
THE TRICKS OF THE TRADE BY 4/5 FATHER... 


WEEKS PASS AND THE SCARS FORM 
AROUNO THE CHILD'S GRINNING MOUTH. - 


YOU SEE, PETER, HOW ASR 
I DO iT? PEOPLE Ae 
ALWAYS LAUGH AT 
THIS TRICK! AND 

YOU MUST PRETEND } 
TO BE VERY ANGRY. 
WITH ME! 


YES! I SUPPOSE IT IS 
FOR THE BEST! SOME- 
DAY HE WILL BE THE 
GREATEST CLOWN IN 
THE wWorRLpD! 


YOU SEE, 
WIFE! HE 
NO LONGER 
CRIES! HE 
IS FINE 
Now! 


HA—HAH— HAI 
I SEE! BUT IT 
RWW 1S HARD TO 

Ny LOOK ANGRY, 
AN FATHER, THIS 
N 


Aes | i 
4 iy 
wy, 


l/ says He's 
WTHE FUNNIEST 


BUT THAT SAME NIGHT IT HAPPENS! 

PETER WEBER FALLS (N LOVE AT (9 "a 

FIRST SIGHT... FoR ME? \ THE MOST \ MORROW, THE 

OH, THANK | BEAUTIFUL \/ WHO IS THAT ) /HEIRESS! VERY 

OH, YOU'RE $O COMICAL, you! TEE-/GIRLIN THE GIRL, TAD? IMPORTANT: I 

MR. WEBER! I y, HEE! 4 WORLD! SHE'S Lovey! ) HOPE YOU AREN'T 
ADORE “WITH THE 

you! COMPLIMENTS 

OF A CLOWN! 


Lovely! Z 
WONDER 


uy 


=X) 


AS, 
DoS 
ty 


SUDDENLY THE SOLIND OF LAUGHTER 


Aba. 


at THAT GIRL! JULIA MORROW.’ 
Tent 2 LOVE HER! I DON'T CARE Ye BRINGS HiM BACK TO REALITY... 
W CRAZY (7/5, LZ LOVE 
ae HER! AND I'VE € HO- no ECOn 
PE eR IER! AND I'VE GOT TO AT THAT FACE! 


DO SOMETHING ABOUT 1 
IT; ZL 


MUCH 70 HIS SURPRISE, THE NEXT DAY 
HE GETS A NOTE FROM THE GIRL, JULIA 
MORROW... 


PETER WEBER ELECTS TO GO FORMAL, WITH WHITE TIE, 
AND ON THE NIGHT OF THE PARTY.. per! 
y Sy YES, WE 
GOOD EVENING, Y HELLO, MR. WEBER! ] WERE LOOKING 
MISS MORROW! | NICE OF YOU TO 4 FORWARD TO 
NICE OF YOU f COME! BUT WHY : 
TO Ask me! AREN'T YOU IN 


AN INVITATION FROM M/S§5 MORROW! 
SHE WANTS ME TO COME TOA 

COSTUME BALL AT HER HOME / FINE! 
ZT MUST HAVE MADE AN (MPRESSION fh 
ON HER, JUST AS SHE DIP WITH ME! JI 


COSTUME? 


N\A 
Wits Ue i 


COSTUME? I GET - 
ENOUGH OF THAT )/BUT I, WE, RATHER YOU MUST KNOW, JULIA, THAT I'M MAD 
IN MY BUSINESS! EXPECTED YOU To . ABOUT YOU; I FELL IN LOVE THE 

COME AS A cLown!/ SH 5 FIRST TIME I | 

: IN LOVE WITH ME?— SAW YoU! 
YOU ARE VERY, iy 
REALLY, MR. WEBER! : 
Ey CUR: DON'T TALK SO 
yOu KNow! # FOOLISHLY! 


LATER, AS PETER WEBER, NOT KNOWING WHERE 
HE 15, OR CARING, RUNS THROUGH THE 


STREETS... a rae 
Gr LAUGHS © 


TEE-HEE! REALLY — MM FUNNY! My Love 
I MEAN, L NEVER I$ FUNNY! y~You 
DREAMED OF THIS! DARE TO LAUGH 
I WANTED YOU HERE 
To AMUSE US! AND 
NOW YOU— OH, IT'S 

SCLRUNNY 2: LAUGHING 
= AT MES 


WEEKS HE SROODS, BUT HE 1/5 STILL IN LOVE 
WITH JULIA MORROW / $O ONE DAY... 


4 
/ you're A PLASTIC SURGEON, 


HMMM — GOING TO } 70674 
D0C? DO YOU THINK YOU g, 


BE A JOB, YOUNG ¢ HAS 


IT LOOK 
NORMAL 


THAT SAME NIGHT; AFTER PETER WEBER 
GOES UNDER THE ANESTHETIC... SURE —SURE! 
L WAS EXPECTING 
WELL, L MIGHT AS WELL START! THAT! HERE! 
NURSE, HOW ABOUT A LITTLE— B&B 

WICJ— SHOT TO STEADY 


ME > 


A FEW DAYS LATER... 


TIME FOR THE 
BANDAGES TO 
COME OFF NOW! 


SAY, I LOOK FINE! 


ENOUGH, DOCTOR ! 
YOU'RE SWELL! 
HURRY, PLEASE! 
lM ANXIOUS TO 


SEE HOW IL YOU'RE YO) 


MY MOUTH — PERFECT! 
HOW CAN I THANK YOU 


ON'T 
L? 


NOw, SUE, DON'T Y YES, I KNOW YOU 
AND YOUR NIPS! 


—~ 


START NAGGING 
ME AGAIN! I'M \ BUT REMEMBER 
ONLY TAKING A ] THAT YOU'VE 
LITTLE NIP TO /GOT AN 
STEADY MY OPERATION 
TONIGHT — THAT 
YOUNG MAN'S 
IN A HURRY! 


OHH —I KNOW HE'S 
GOING TO BOTCH /T! 
THAT POOR MAN — 
HIS FACE WILL 
LOOK WORSE 

THAN /7 Z 


LATER, A TOAST /S ORUNK IN THE 
OFFICE OF UE CORTON: «of 


WELL, HERE'S TO ME! FOOLED 
YOU, DIDN'T L7 YOU THOUGHT 
1 WAS JUST AN OLD DRUNK 
WHO WAS GOING TO 

RUIN THE JOB! 

HAHAH — HAH! 


SO AHEAD, 
, YOU LUSH! 
I STILL THINK 
YOU WERE JUST \ 
LUCKY TO GET. 


AWAY WITH IT! 
os 
= 
ae, 
~ 


BUT, SIR, YOU CAN'T GO IN THERE! 


He Goes STRAIGHT TO THE STUDY, ANO 
MISS MORROW HAS A CALLER 


3 THERE HE SEES SOMETH, 
es HWS ARDOR... 
OUT OF my WAY! f ~ 


NOBODY |S GOING TO * 
KEEP ME FROM ASKING 
JULIA TO MARRY ME! 


1 SUPPOSE so! 
MR. WEBER, THIS 
HIM, STRAIGHT, ) 1S CHARLES WILCOX— 
HONEY! My HUSBAND! WE 
WERE MARRIED 
YESTERDAY! 
AND Now... 


le 
i fh 


Waal) 


I DIDN'T 
MR. WEBER! J HEAR YOU 
B- BUT WHY J ANNOUNCED, 
ARE YOU MISTER ! 
HERE? I— 


aN 


a 


ING THAT CHILLS 


JULIA — DARLING! 
I —OH, YOU'VE 
GOT COMPANY! 


a * 


I—I NEED \__/sure, PETE! you 


MY JOB BACK, 
MIKE! I GUESS 


GO BACK TONIGHT! 
BUT I STILL 


SHOULD HAVE 


LEFT YOUR FACE 
ALONE! THAT GRIN 
WAS WORTH A 


WT THE FIRST PERFORMANCE TELLS PETER 
WEBER THAT NOW HE /S5 A FAILURE... 


SOMETHING /5 W-WRONG! YEAH — HE } GUY 15 7 
THEY'RE NOT LAUGHING A CLOWN; 
800-— 


GIVE US A 
REAL CLOWN! 


THIS GUY IS 4 © t 


\ TERRIBLE! ya 
; Vas 
) be 


yy 
Mi 


S50 LATER...¥ I'M SORRY, 


MILLION, 


PETE, BUT YOU 


SAW FOR YOURSELF! PEOPLE 
JUST DON'T THINK YOU'RE FUNNY ANY- 


MORE! 


BUT, MIKE, PLEASE GIVE 

ME A CHANCE! I'M 

STILL THE SAME GUY I 
yy WAS! IT'S 


JUST THAT...) 


YOU'RE THROUGH! BUT IF YOU 


WAS TO GET 

YOUR FACE 

CHANGED BACK—, 

BUT THAT'S 
uP TO 


0 PETER WEBER GOES BACK TO THE OOCTOR THERE! IT'S OVER! GO AHEAD, YOU 

ONCE MORE —TH/S TIME TO HAVE HIS BUT MY HANDS— {ORUNKEN SOT! 

GROTESQUE GRIN RESTOREO. .. TREMBLING LIKE “\ YOU REALLY 
ae A LEAF! I'D BETTER ) BOTCHED THE 

TAKE ANOTHER 

LITTLE sHoT! 


HERE, DOCTOR, TAKE SURE! I'LL BE ALL 
YOUR MEDICINE AND RIGHT! BUT THIS 
TRY TO DO ANOTHER WON'T BE AS 


“pA 
GOOD JOB! EASY AS THE 
OTHER ° 
i OPERATION! | q 
yi 5 PS 
A ’ 


LAST TIME 
py I'LL HAVE 


INO WHEN PETER WEBER THE NURSE AND DOCTOR LEAVE \ DEATH /$ THE MATTER: 
HIM ALONE FOR JUST A ANC THE SHORT UNHAPPY 
MOMENT... LYE OF PETER WEBER /S 
QVER / THE CLOWN /5 
MY WHOLE FACE — UGLY AND OHH —DocToR, 2EAD 
REVOLTING, THAT F-FOOL COME HERE QUICKLY! , = 
OF A DOCTOR... yf MR. WEBER, HE... [| POISON — HE 
‘ oa 9 SOT ITFROM _, 
THE CABINET! 
BETTER CALL 
MA THE POLICE, 


GAAAAA— My Mm-mouTH / 


WS WAS THE OIRTIEST 
VOB IW THE WORLO— 
ANO THE TERRIBLE 
SECRET HE CARRIED /N 
WS HEART MADE IT 
WORSE / ONLY WE 
KNEW THE TRUTH — 
A TRUTH He COULD 
NEVER SHARE WITH 
ANY LIVING BEING! 
BUT A MAN CAN BEAR 
OMLY $0 MUCH BEFORE * 
MS MINO SNAPS LIKE 
A ROTTEN STXKK!AND WS 
THE REVENGE OF THE SS 
OQEAD CAN BEA we 
MURDEROUS THING / 
$0 LIEUTENANT ‘ 
PETER CARSON FOUND % 
OUT WHEN THEY 
HANDED HIM THE 


Al PHONE RINGS INF BETTER GET RIGHT OOWN HERE, 

A OARK ROOM WHERE { MUST 8E THE MORGUE! LIEUTENANT! WE FOUND A 
A MAN WAITS... SOMEHOW I KNEW FLOATER / CAPTAIN 
a THEY WOULD CALL ME WANTS YOU 70 
TOMGHT/ GET RIGHT 
: UNTIL MORNING? 

OH, ALL RIGHT— 

Me BE THERE INA 

FEW MINUTES! 


THE LIEUTENANT HAS A VERY SPECIAL, ANO VERY 
WASTY JOB! MINUTES LATE! 

DOLORES DOESN'T 
LIKEIT—OR My JOB! 
BUT AFTER ALL I'M 
A cop! LET's Go! 


Hl, LIEUTENANT! MUST BE 

SOMEBODY IMPORTANT, HUH? 

WHAT'S YOUR WIFE THINK 
_ OF ALL THIS? 


LIEUTENANT! 
SAM BREEN 
IS WAITING 
FOR YOU! 


WELL, HERE}! 
7? YOU ARE! 
Goop LUCK! 


[Ms FEET MAKE AN ECHOING SOUND IN THE 


a YOU KNOW, 
LIEUTENANT, 


YOU SHOULD BE, 
ELANCY! L MADE 
A MISTAKE WHEN 
I BECAME AN— 


zie 


ff 
ei 1 


\ AIN'T GOT, 
YOUR JOB! 


BRRRRR!} EXPERT! 


GLOOM! THE A/R SMELLS OF — DEATH «« 7) 


I NEVER FELT THIS WAY 
BEFORE ABOUT MY WORKS 


C4 BUT WoW 1 -APRAO! 


CARSON'S ASSISTANT, AS GLOOMY AS THE 
SURROUNDINGS, GREETS HIM» 


WHO KNOWS YET? IT'S A 
MESS! HARBOR PATROL 
FOUND IT FLOATING IN THE 
EAST RIVER! FUNNY THING 

ABOUT THAT... 


HELLO, SAM! 
WHAT IS IT? 
MAN OR 


Wy? WHY? 
AY 


V yeau, a FUNNY THING! my PLACE? I- 
YOU LIVE ON THE EAST _ \ OKAY, SO WHAT? 
RIVER ORIVE, DON'T YOU? ) THEY HAD TO 
THEY FOUND THE BODY FINO IT SOME 
FLOATING RIGHT IN FRONT) PLACE, DIDN'T 
OF YOUR PLACE! THEY? 
HAH-HAH! FUNNY? 


THE “FLOATER" (S$ A HORR/FYING SIGHT... BCARSON'S JOB /S —RESTOR/NG 4 NOT MUCH CHANCE OF 
BODIES TO THE POINT WHERE 4 FINGERPRINTS, EITHER! 

UGH! I TOLD YA IT GOING TO BE TOUGH, \ THEY CAN BE /QENTIFIED... \WE CAN TAKE SKIN AND 
WAS A BEAUTY! BEEN )ALL RIGHT! NOT MUCH TRY TO HAROEN 
IN THE WATER FOR /LEFT TO IDENTIFY! IT /oNE CLUE )/NO TEETH! THAT MEANS — IT, FOR PRINTS, 
MONTHS! THIS ONE /MEANS A COMPLETE »“WE GOT! IT “\ONLY ONE THING—MURDER! ) BUT L 
MIGHT LICK EVEN RESTORATION. LET'S AIN'T GOT ANY )SOMEONE YANKEO THE DOUBT IF 
YOU, LIEUTENANT! {GET TO WORK! TEETH! NOT wg TEETH OUT TO KEEP US WE'LL DO 

Tos - ONE! LOOKS y 

. | LIKE THEY yet : HANO ME 

, MIGHT HAVE Jai 2 A SCALPEL, 


THen LIEUTENANT PETER CARSON SAYS 4} 
VERY STRANGE THING... fe — 


YOU DIDN'T TELL ME Y you REMEMBER THE (WELL, You CAN TELL THEM THAT THIS 
WHAT'S SO IMPORTANT \WEALTHY TATE GIRL THAT 4SM'T THE TATE GIRL! DEFINITELY 
ABOUT THIS ONE, SAM! | DISAPPEARED? HER OLD — 
WHAT'S THE RUSH? / MAN'S A FRIEND OF THE ° HUH 7 HOW DO 
COMMISSIONER! GETITS t 


EVEN KNOW IF IT'S 
A WOMAN— YET! 


“NANO A MOMENT LATER... 
WHAT'S THE MATTER WITH | YES, I GUESS I Am! 
YOU, LIEUTENANT? AIN'T /BUT BE SURE AND 
YOU GONNA WORK NO TELL THEM — THAT 
MORE? YOU'RE GIRL 1S WOT TATE'S 
ACTING FUNNY! Y DAUGHTER! GOODBYE, 
SAM! 


SO SHE FOUND ME AGAIN 
AFTER ALL{/ THERE'S 
NOTHING LEFT NOW, &u/r 


$0 LIEUTENANT Vp As AN Ex0eRT, carson was wiRED BY | BUT HE WORKED HARD AND WITH 
PETER CARSON THE ARMY FOR A GRIGLY JOB... 
18 BURIEQ, HIS I UNDERSTAND! 
LOVELY WiCOW GLAD TO HAVE YOU WITH US, YANO DON'T EXPECT jf SACRE 
GRIEVES, ANZ [f CARSON, BUT YOUR JOB WON'T TOO MUCH! TRYING ") BLEU? 
WS DEATH 1S BE EASY! YOU'LL NEEDALL “| TO RESTORE BODIES ) THERE IS 
PRONOUNCED YOUR EXPERT'S KNOWLEDGE! ] THAT HAVE BEEN 
SUICIDE WHILE THESE BODIES... BLOWN To BITS, 
TEMPORARILY : ‘ 
INSANE! H/S 
WORK, YOU 
KNOW! BUT NOW 
READ THE TRUE 
STORY, WHICH 
REALLY BEGAN 
IN FRANCE, 
IN 1996 20+ 


POOR FELLOW, 
M'SIEUR } 


GoT IT! THIS 1S — WAS — SERGEANT 
THOMAS WALSH, FIRST ARMY! THESE 
DENTURES MATCH HIS ARMY RECORDS 
PERFECTLY! WELL, ANOTHER ONE 


(( SUCH A HURRY! HAD 70, I SUPPOSE, 
BUT HOW THEY MIXED THINGS UP/ 


TT /S NATURAL ENOUGH FOR CARSON 
= POUR MWA? YOU 0O NOT NEED 


THEN DON'T 


= VneRCI, GISELLE! THE FRENCH, CHERIE! FORGET — 
MORE WINE, CHERIE? ]( WAH-HAH. SEE HOW GISELLE UNDERSTANDS | YOU'RE MEETING 
THE SPECIAL OF THE FAST |'M LEARNING THE LANGUAGE OF— ME LATER! BY 
. Love! THE OLD 


HOUSE — POUR VOUZ! ) FRENCH? GooD, 


SS] HUH? 


THEY ARE MARRIED... ANO TAKE A VILLA... 


CHERIE, MARRY you! \A wwy wor? # by OH, L AM SO CHERIE, YOU 
BUT, GISELLE, j HAPPY! I Love }/ WILL TAKE ME |GISELLE! 
you SO MUCH, 
PETER! 


Ano so ir WENT, MGHT AFTER MIGHT; UNTIL... 


BUT CARSON HAS RECENED A LETTER FROM AN ee age ee) 
OLO SWEETHEART IN AMERICA «. . SORT so zr wit WOT TAKE 


GISELLE TO AMERICA, > —~™ 

DOLORES 1S FREE! HER HUSBAND DIEO AND YES/ I WANT DOLORES Buck 
LEFT HER OVER A MILLION! ANO NOW SHE AND THAT MILLION! GISELLE WL 
WANTS TO SEE ME. SHE ALWAYS 010 LOVE FORGET ME /N A YEAR, PROBABLY 
ME — WOLLO HAVE MARRIEO ME /- 12 DIVORCE ME ANO GET MARRIED AGAIN[ 
YES —ILL OOITS 


S0 ONE MGHT HE SIMPLY GOE! 
FOR A STROLL AND. VA) 


“tq /T WAS SIMPLE! GISELLE WILL 
a NEVER FIND ME, EVEN (7 SHE 
TRIES/ SOON WOW (LL SEE 
DOLORES, ASK HER TO MARRY 


NO USE MAKING A FUSS! /'LL 
OROP GISELLE A NOTE FROM 
PARIS, TELL HER 'M LEAVING 
HER, AND NOT TO TRY AND 


S0, WITHOUT THE FORMAL ‘TY OF A DIVORCE FROM ANo FOR YEARS. Acs GOES WELL, LINTIL ONE 


««»ANO I PRONOUNCE YOU MAN AND HEY, LIEUTENANT, THERE'S HMMM —OKAY, 
wire! A DAME ON THE PHONE! IN} SAM! PROBABLY 

DARLING, ¥ I'LL ALWAYS ipsl|\| THE OTHER OFFICE! AND IT / WANTS TO SELL 

AT LAST! | LOVE YOU, DOLORES! AIN'T youR WIFE! {£ ME SOMETHING! 


WHAT 7 GISELLE! 
NO, WAIT A MINUTE! 
YOU CAN'T COME 
HERE! LISTEN... 


CHERIE? YOU WICKED man! 
I HAVE FOUND YOU AT LAST! 
IT'S GISELLE, DARLEENG: 
L WILL COME THERE 
Now! 


YOU CAN'T MEET ME HERE, GISELLE! IT'S UH. 
AGAINST THE RULES! WHERE ARE YOU NOW? 
I SEE! OKAY, NOW YOU D0 JUST AS I TELL 
YOU, UNDERSTAND? MEET - 


> HER WW A LONELY PLACE. “A 
GISELLE? IS THAT Y YOU ARE A MEAN MAN, J SORRY, GISELLE! 
YOU, SWEETHEART? / PETER! WHY DO you BUT IT JUST HAS 
I GOT HERE AT_{ MAKE ME WAIT ALL y} TO BE THIS WAY! 


THIS TIME? AND IN 
f SUCH A PLACE! IF I 
DID NOT LOVE... 


. — 
CONTINUED ON BACK COVER 


Just imagine your friends shock 
when they walk into your room and 
see the “Monster” reaching out— 
bigger than life-Frankenstein, the 
original man-made monster, that 
creation of evil genius that ‘terror 
ized the world. A giant 7 feet tall, 
his eyes glow’ eerily as his hand 
reaches out—as aweful and sinister 
as the wildest nightmare. Yes— 
Frankenstein is 7 feet tall, in au- 
thentic colors on durable polyethe: 
lene, and so lifelike you'll probably 
find’ yourself talking to him. Won't 
you be surprised if he answers? 
Comes complete with eyes that glow 
even in the pitch dark for a special 
thrilling chill 

mney the Skeleton. And then there 

Boney—stark scary with nothini 
left but his bare bones, A 7 foo! 
monster out of the grave—his 
bones white, his eyes staring—even 
glowing in the dark. 
Money Back Guarantee. 
Just send $1.00 plus 25¢ to cover 
postage and handling for each muns. 
ter you want. Your money back if not 


At 


oe 
gS 
Aw 
tN 


FEET 
TALL 


In Authentic Colors With 
GLOW in the DARK EYES 


ONLY $4 00 


TEN DAY FREE TRIAL 


fo Wonor House dept 472MR8] “= 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 
Rush me my 7 foot tall glow in the dark =3 
monsters, Send me (- Frankenstein [) Boney the Skeleton 
| enclose $1 plus 25c for po: age and handling for each. 
\f | don’t get shivers of delight, | can return my pur- 


chase within 10 days and you will refund the full pur- 
chase price. 


NAME 


satisfactorily horrified. ADDRESS 


city STATE 
New York State Residents please add 


zip 


1 
' 
1 
1 
' 
1 
1 
sales tax.e me ot 


20 COURSE HOME STUDY PROGRAM 
+ 


TEV i 


JUDO, BOXING, SAVATE, 
(sometric Muscle Building, 
Endurance, Stunts, etc. 


Here is what you get! 
© 20 best KARATE Blows and Chops 
SAVATE French foot fighting 

Nerve center anatomy chart 

JUDO throws, Jiu Jitsu holds 
Isometric muscle building course 
@ Enaurance Exercises and jots more 


| FREE (arte Practice 


With Combination Lock ONLY 


Only You Can Open soe 
}/ " 


ONLY 
$ 1 oo 
22 Cal. Pellet Firing Automatic \ 
FREE 50 reusable pellets 
and supply of targets | 
‘and an embossed handarip. Fires 22 
ell ‘ay you can pull the (tigger. Great for fast 


Action, combat-type target practice, Your money back if 
‘hot suiisfed. Just send $1.00 plus 
Waet your pellets and targets FREE, 


HONOR HOUSE pept.472AT81 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11 


the Colt "45" automatic with reall 


and Nerve Center chat_| 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
Giscovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
focked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it. Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
feather binding to look just !ike a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25c¢ postage and handling for each book 
Sate you want. Money back if you are not satisfied. 
WONOR HOUSE DEPT.4728S8]LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


9” Overall Length Flips 

5” When Closed bi reat 

© Opens instantly Toes gute: 

* Sharp and wrevent ace’, a 
Tough dental closing 

© Stainless tounn eines 

Steel Blade steel blade torre. $qo = 
“STINGER AUTOMATIC liable use and hard ancy 


long service Money 
back in 5 days if not 
satisfied. Send $2.75 
plus 25¢ to cover post 
age and handling 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
/ Dept. 4725781 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


50 22 CAL. PELLETS FREE 
Looks and Feeis Like Real Pocket 


Scientific optical principle really works. imagine 
— you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you ‘'see under his clothes? L 

of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook, NY Dept. 472XR81] 


Automatic — Loads 15 Shots 
Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal, pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satistied. Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage and 
handling to Honer House Di M.472RAB | 

Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 _Not sold in NY City. 


LATER, IN A OESOLATE SPOT ON THE RIVER. BUT 771RS7,..] NOBODY WILL EVER FIND 
‘i —— 2 py THE PLIERS —AND HER 
PF" TWAT O-00€S /7/ ALL THAT (RON WiLL TEETH! UGH— WHAT A 08 THAT WAS! 
KEEP HER DOWN LUNTIL— DOOMSDAY! NOW BUT WITHOUT HER TEETH ANO CLOTHES 
I BETTER CLEAN UP AND GET THEY LL NEVER /DENTIEY HER, EVEN 1 q 
SACK TO TOWN, 4 SHE COMES UP! _prooresis 


iN 


Are 
, Aeiaden AI) ‘Mbp Pp: 


AWN0 SOMEHOW LOSES ITS CHAINS R 
ANO ORIFTS INTO THE BAY.. 


; 
MONTHS LATER, URGED BY A RESTLESS CURRENT, W HEY, A FLOATER. 
A GHASTLY WHITE OBJECT MOVES ANP SPINS iN BETTER eee < 
THE BLACK WATER... . s iy 4 THE COPS, 


CARSON LIVE OVER wr US TO TAKE = , 
THERE? THE GUY f IT UP TO HIS @ GISELLE! THE TEETH — ) BUT TH/S TIME SHE DOES NOT 
THAT TRIES TO APARTMENT? Y WO QOUBT OF /7-/ LOSE Hit! FORA LITTLE TUME, 
IDENTIFY THESE <'MON NOW! SHE —FOUND AFTER THE SHOT, THEY ARE 
STIFFS? 
7 POOR GUY! THE WORK 
MUST HAVE DRIVEN HIM NUTS! WELL, I 
DON'T SUPPOSE WE'LL EVER KNOW THE 
REAL TRUTH! cy Z 


jl 


1 
' Bur WE Know, 
DON'T WE ? ym 


